



A Midfommer^nights Dreamc. 

Pard,or tloa.e with briftlcd haue. 

In thy eye that (hall appeare. 

When thou wak'ft,it is thy deare. 

Wake when Tome vile thing is neere. 

£ntcr Lyfander and Hermit, 

LyfFwe loue,you faint with wandring in the woods. 
And to fpeake troth 1 haue forgot our way : 

Wee’l reft vs Hermit, if you thinke it good. 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be it fo Lyfander ; finde you out a bed. 

For I vpon this banke will reft my head. 

Lyf.Oae turffe {hall ferue as pillow for vs both. 

One heart, one bed,two bofcmes,and one troth. 

/•/er.Nay good Lyfander for my fake my deare 
Lie further off yet, do not lie fo neere. 

Lyf.O take the fence fweete.of my innocence, 

Loue takes the meaning, in loues conference, 

I meane that my heart vnto yours is knit, 

So that but one heart we can make of ir. 

Two bofomes interchained with an oath. 

So then two bofomes, and a Angle troth. 

Then by your fide,no bed-roome me deny. 

For lying fo. Hermit , I do not lye. 

Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily; 

Now much beftir ew my manners and my pride. 

If Hermia meant to hy, Lyfander lied. 

But gentle friend : for loue and courtcfie 
Lie further off.in humane modefty. 

Such reparation, as may well be faid, 

Becomes a vertuous batchellor,and a maide, 

Sofarrc be diftant,and good night fweet friend ; 

Thy loue nere alter till thy fwcete life ende. 

Lyf Amen,amen,to that faire praier, fay I, 

And then end life, when I end loialty : 

Heere is my bed,fleepe giue thee all his reft. 


Her, 
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A Midfommers nights Dreame. 

Her .With halfe that wifli.the withers eyes bepreft. 
Enter Pncke. 

Pw^.Through the Forreft haue I gone. 

But Athenian finde I none. 

On whofe eies I might approue 
This flowers force in ftirring loue. 

Night and filence: who is heere ? 

VVeedcs of Athens he doth wcare : 

This is he (my matter faid) 

Dclpifed the Athenian maide : 

And heere the maiden deeping found. 

On the danke and dirty ground. 

Pretty foule,fhe durft not lye 
Neere this lack-louc,this kill-curtefic. 

Chude.vpon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charme doth owe : 

When thou wak’ft,let loue forbid 
Sleepehis feate,on thy eye-lid. 

So awake when I am gone •: 

For I muft now to O heron. Exit. 

Enter Demetrius and Helena running. 

J7e/.Stay .though thou kill meiweete l Demetrius . 

De.\ charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thus, 
Hel.O wilt thou darkling leaue me ? donotfo* 

De.Stxy on thy perill,l alone will goe. 

If/e/. O I am out of breath,in this fond chafe. 

The more my praier.the letter is myjgrace. . 

Happy is Hfr»w<t,wherefoere fhe lies ; 

For (he hath bleffed and attra&iuc eyes. 

How came her eyes fo bright ? Not with fait teares. 

If fo,my eies are oftner wafht then hers. 

No, no, I am as vgly as a Beare ; 

For beads that meete me.runne away for feare, 

Therefore no maruatle, though Demetrius 
Do as a monfter, flic my prelence thus. 
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